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Jones's The Shadow of Henry Irving, given me by his daugh-
ter, Doris Thorne. The hundred-odd unfinished pages written
in 1912-13 give the best portrait of Irving that I know. H.A. J.
alone insists sufficiently on the " sly impishness, the laconic
mockery and grim diablerie that were the underwoof of the
character." He describes his Dubosc, which Ellen Terry
underrated, as "awful and gleeful,*5 the second being the
operative word. His Shylock " smote and shrivelled Gratiano
into bottomless contempt, like one who should be caught
playing the fool at the Day of Judgment."
And now, on the subject of Irving as formerly of Sarah, I
am sworn to an lago-like silence: " From this time forth I
never will speak word."
Aug. 16          A letter:
Wednesday.
22, Irby Road
Anfield, Liverpool 4
DEAR MR AGATE,
I have in my possession a walking-stick, the one-time
property of that grand old man W. E. Gladstone. I thought
you might be interested. I used to have an axe belonging to
the said G.O.M. Unfortunately the said axe in the course
of time has acquired two or three new blades and several
new handles. Which renders its value as a curio absolutely
nil. But as a demolisher of crates, orange-boxes, and un-
wanted furniture it performs equally well as did its famous
predecessor in the line of yew-trees, beech-trees, and
cherry-trees.
The authenticity of the walking-stick can be vouched for
by my father, whose forbears did decorating work at the
castle, and blessed the squire and his relations. Which to
me savours of sycophancy, for I'll have you know, sir, that
the Colecloughs are Freemen of Chester. Methinks some
Royalist grandsire defended the city breweries when
Cromwell went on the ramp. Maybe the stick was intended
as a family heirloom, but as Fm totally uninterested in
what the G.O.M. said in '84 or performed in ?92, the stick
to me is simply a piece of wood.
As all my efforts at collecting anything appertaining
to antiques are frustrated, and the bits of lumber are
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